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THE GIRL IN BLACK.,

By W. Grahiom Brown,
| o of Glenkeld, Juek and 1
wst debighttul walking tour in
Perthelire last year, and the memory of

1+ pathetie story 1 othen heard still haunts
wee b heand it from the lips ‘of Dr. Bal-
tour, ol Glenlyon, an old college chum of
Ayton's, with whom we spent one pleas-
it day,

We sit around lis consulting room fire
sinoking.  Jack, the one bachelor of the
party, s one of the most argumentative
wen bever met, and this particular even-
g he was trae to character, and stuck
uobly to hie pretty much by way
ot an apologia pro vita sua.

Briefly his position was this, that on
the whole the influence of the *weaker
X" s not for gocd but for ill, and that
being so. it is safer for a young man to
remaimn unmarried than run the risk of
moral and intellectual degeneration,

guns,

“Al! how little you know,” said Dr.
Baltour, interruptmg Jack’s flow of elo-
quence, “Would you care #to hear of a
man who was rescued from worse than

death by a girl to whom he spoke but
once in life, and who never so much
as knew his name?”

Of course, we all wanted
story, and after a pause he
“ARD poor Harry,
huows to-day how much a woman can do
wr o man, You know what student life
i Edinburgh is—its temptations and ful

to hear tnis

began

only  brother

ures.  Poor Harry knew st to his cost,
expernnentally,  He got into a fast set,
mostly medicals ~nllands, theatres, drink
ng bars, and all that sort of thing. And

liis mother nelieved he was
nndstry o
was a dear, lov-
s) mpathetic
Kind that =0

all the time
studying for the

“Yet through it
alble
gencrons,

il he
hearted,
clever, one of the
viten wiecks of Dife,
A well! thie sort ol thing came to
an end. and all owing to the influence cf

fellow-—open

an voknown gl in deepest  mourming.
o was  night—midnight almost and
Hary, who was going the puce. lounged
ma tobacconist's shop near the Caledon
an station. There were others there be
sides Hairy, men—and women too,
“The door was pushed gently n oand
a gl tmid  and  trembling, entered
Hariy, bemused as he was with deink
saw o that this was no member ot lus
temale world, but one as mnocent as a
Dabe, and  as fair as mnocent, and
that spurk or chivalry that 1s m every
man leapt to sudden tflame in Harry's
heart,

“It was a commen story the gir! told

it train, convection  lost,  only  one
triend in - Edinburgh - could they  piease
direct her to No. 11 Heriot Row? Crush-

iz down a great disgust at his own con-
Loon and situation,  MHarty ofiered to
v the stranger to the address, and pre-
ol to leave the brilliantly lit shop, At
o moment there was a stir among the

i s women, and one threw her arms
outd the boy's neck and lad her flushed
chivek on his.  He shook her off with a

mottered oath and she feli all along the
Hoore N vagae look of dread was in the
eves of the fair girl in black as she looked
fiet at the prostrate woman, then at
Harry, who was sobbing like a hoy of
ten,

The woman
md disappearel in the

with a foul curse
blackness of the

street. At Jast the girl put her hand on
vy arme and in a0 sweet, tenstiul
vorer asked him to direet  her to her
destination

“On the way Harry told her the white
inside of his heart, his «ins, his griefs,
hie aspirations, his strugglings, She s

tened in deepest  sympathy,  then told
him —told this student for the ministry -
the story of Jesus, His Jove, His strength,
His tenderness, 1t was all so very fami-
v to him, but it wae a new (os
and as he turned from the door he ~tmu|

alone. bare headed in the empty street,
amd prayed. It was the fivst time for
many a month.

“AL! the days of miracles  ave still
with us. 1 have seen.  Why, Harry's
lite became sueh that I, vho used to
pride myself on what 1 salled my up-
vightness, telt that 1 lived a vlack life

compared to the
he lived.

radiant  Christiike lte
I know now what 11 maans to

‘trust on the Lord Jesus.”  Hle Lecime
a power for good, The sins and sorrows
of a great eity lay on his aeart, end to-

day there are scores of poor breckea men
and nameless women who tiak God for
Harry Balfour.”

Dr. Balfour paused o r t his pipe,
and we waited to hear Ui end,

“AL there is a pathetic cnd to this
story—poor Harry! e hecame a wonis
ter in one of llw most fashionable
nlmnhn in the city,
ot Dr. Henry Balfour, of Si
I queried in amazement,
Fhe same” was the quiet reply;

Aus-

“hut

vou den’t know  why  he resigned s
wige 0 enly in the midst of his
gret popularity and success,

“Ive uol seen Harey since the sammer
of 5. Lie spent a week with me here,
andd in this very room told me all his
tury

Brother mine,” he said. when he bt
fshied, L dove Jdenny MeNaiv with my

toomorrow 1 ogo to day
her feet. 1 feel. Dan. that

whele soul. and

my heart at

b ean do =0 now, after five years of pio
hotion

Betore we left, for T went with the
hoy, we prayed together, and 1 remem

Ler to this day the
Oh! Harry,

yearning of his tones,
denr boy.” continued the doe-

tor, ws i to himsell, “you  saw  yow
Jenny MeNair, but never a word did you
speik to her, and she never knew that
une licart broke tor jove of Ler that day

Pt hie that loseth his

e shall tind 1t," boy

noyears ago

He =at for n ling gazing at the
e, amd at list contimmed his narration,

Harry denmy MeNair, saw her in
her hodal vest heard the words 1
will come elear trom the lips of his be
oved noglad response to the *Wilt thou
ol the ofticiating clergvman.  He
staggered from the chureh, and 1 follow
wl. woe for the dear boy.

time

Saw

poor,

face  bright-
stood  the bke a man
You lhave doubtle
Anthony and the

“But™ and  the  deetor’s
ened “he
ad a Ballour,

heard of a Fathier
marhaole work he s g among the
fallen in modern Babylon? 1 always thnk
“ather Antheny as Harry Balfour.”

was silent: the doctor’s tale had
away the spivit of argument, He
wistful Jook on his face as if he
just such a woman as

ordeal

Jack
stolen
had a
yearned to
Jenny MeN

A« for me, | have thanked God many
téimes inomy Jife that 1 have met just
She s leaning over my

meet
r,

such an one.

shonlder now, and bids me draw my pen
throogh these last words,

Wt for once Ul have my own way of
it—St, Andrew,

To bring one « thoughts and actions ta
a material baeis is to mvert the pyramil.
The bedrock and the primary  courses
must be laid ' comething more enduring
tham a elipped coupon or a per eont, on in-
vestment,

A CURE FOR THE BLUES,

A doctor who has made a speciality ol
neevous diseases Las found a new remedy
for “the bl As no drugs are wd-
ministered, he has felt safe in experi-
menting with at least half a hundeed
melancholy  patients, and now  declares
limself thoroughly satisfied with the
vesulte of his treatment,  Uis prescrip-
tion reads something like this: 1 you
keep the corners of your mouth tuined up
you can’t feel blue;” and tae doections
tor talking are. “Smile, keep on smil ug;
don’t stop smiling,”

It sounds ridiculous, doesn’t w? Well,
Jt try turning up the cornens of your
wouth regardless of your moosd, and wee
how it makes you teel; then draw  the
corners of your wouth down. aud note the
elfcet and you will be willing to declary,
“there's something in it.”

The doctor treats hs nervous patienis
to medicine when  necessary, but  when
the case 1s one of pure melancholy with
out bodily all, he smply recommends the
smile cure, e bas the patient remaiu i
lie oflice, and smileif it i=n't the genu ne
aviicle, it must at least be an ouwiward
curvature of the corners of the mouth—
and the better fechings follow ‘nev tably
the treaTuent s lollowed up rvegularly,
and the patients all testity o their good
vifeet, It takes considerabic pereuasion
to induce some of them to apply the cure,
amd, ot ise, the greater  number o
patients are women; for when a man s
biue e is bound to be blue, in spite  of
everything. but a woman is more easily
persuaded 1o try to lind a cure.

His discovery grew out ol an experience
in his own home. flis wile was of a
neevous and rather morbid temperament,
and when noa despondent mood he would
ask her to “Spile a livtle™ until the saying
came to be a household  joke. But it
brought about good results, and then came
Ui inspiration Lo Ly e same cure upon
others,

goud

BABIES IN ARABIA,

Life has exceptional difliculties for the
Arabia.  especially for those
who are of sufliciently high rank to be
brought up accordiing to all the ancent
ciustoms of then A royal baby's
fiist toiet there winding a
Landege abeut its body after it has been
fully bathed and perfumed.

If the child be a girl, on the seventh
day of her hirth, holes, usually six in
number, are, picked in her ears, and when
she is two months old heavy gold rings
are attached to them, to be worn through-
eut her lifetime except during periods
of wourning for relatives,  On the for-
tieth day the baby's head is shaved, and
the disposal of the huir is regarded as a

habies- of

race,

ca

very weighty matter. It must not be
burned or earelessly thrown away, but
buried, thrown into the sen or hidden
away.

The fortieth day marks a turning point
in the child’s lite.  Heretofore it has only
Leen scen by few. but now it may be
seen by anybody and i& regarded as fair-
v launched on the tide of existence. Sev-
eral charms are attached to its hody for
protection against the “evil eve.” Every-
thing the child uses is perfumed and cov-
ered at night with jasmine and before
it s used fumigated  with  amber and
wnsk and sprinkled with attar of roses.

Do thy duty, that is best;
Leave unto thy Lord the rest,
~—H. W. Longfellow,

There are few acquaintances that are
wore wearying than the man who pes-
site in talking about himeelf,




